"four mile water, county wicklow,
"loth August.
"Mr dear uncle,
"The miracle is genuine. I have affected perfect credulity in
order to throw the Hickeys and the countryfolk off their guard
with me. I have listened to their method of convincing sceptical
strangers. I have examined the ordnance maps, and cross-ex-
amined the neighboring Protestant gentlefolk. I have spent a
day upon the ground on each side of the water, and have visited
it at midnight. I have considered the upheaval theories, sub-
sidence theories, volcanic theories, and tidal wave theories which
the provincial savants have suggested. They are all untenable.
There is only one scoffer in the district, an Orangeman; and he
admits the removal of the cemetery, but says it was dug up and
transplanted in the night by a body of men under the command
of Father Tom. This also is out of the question. The interment
of Brimstone Billy was the first which had taken place for four
years; and his is the only grave which bears a trace of recent
digging. It is alone on the north bank; and the inhabitants shun
it after nightfall. As each passer-by during the day throws a
stone upon it, it will soon be marked by a large cairn. The grave-
yard, with a ruined stone chapel still standing in its midst, is on
the south side. You may send down a committee to investigate
the matter as soon as you please. There can be no doubt as to
the miracle having actually taken place, as recorded by Hickey.
As for me, I have grown so accustomed to it that if the county
"Wicklow were to waltz off with me to Middlesex, I should be
quite impatient of any expressions of surprise from my friends
in London*
"Is not the above a businesslike statement? Away, then, with
this stale miracle. If you would see for yourself a miracle which
can never pall, a vision of youth and health to be crowned with
garlands for ever, come down and see Kate Hickey, whom you
suppose to be a little girl. Illusion, my lord cardinal, illusion!
She is seventeen,- with a bloom and a brogue that would lay
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